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	1. Chapter 1

"_Welcome back Frisk._"

A voice echoed within Frisk's young mind. They knew who it was, Chara - the first human to fall to the underground.

"_Let me have control._" Chara's voice echoed.

"No," Frisk stated, "This is my body not yours."

Chara giggled, "_You think you have a choice? How funny._"

Frisk growled, "I do have a choice Chara, now leave me alone!"

Chara paused, shocked that Frisk - the mercy child - had snapped at them.

"_Fine_," Chara smirked, "_but you will regret not letting me have control._"

"No I won't," Frisk thought as they began to walk over to where Flowey stood waiting for them.

"Howdy there Frisk!" Flowey stated as Frisk came into his sight, "Or is it Chara this time?"

"Hello Asriel," Frisk said throwing a gentle smile towards the yellow flower - they had discovered Flowey was actually the deceased Prince Asriel after they're first run.

Flowey groaned, uninterested in Frisk's way of traversing the underground.

"Hey! Don't give me that attitude Asriel!" Frisk pouted, they hated it whenever Asriel didn't try to enjoy watching their runs through the underground.

"Shut up! I'm not Asriel! I gave up that name centuries ago!" Flowey shouted towards the child before him. He hated being called Asriel, he wasn't Asriel, Asriel was dead. Flowey had no soul but contained all the emotions and memories of the deceased Prince, but he was just missing the feelings of love, sympathy, empathy and many others.

"Fine then Flowey, but just know, others are bond to find out who you are," Frisk told

Flowey as they knelt down to his level.

"You'll just have to reset and they'll forget," Flowey stated.

Frisk laughed, "You got me there Flowey."

Flowey smirked, he was making friends with the human, meaning that soon, he would be able to manipulate them into doing his bidding.

Frisk looked up to see Toriel walking into the hall.

"Oh my! Are you ok my child?" the goat asked as she ran over to Frisk to make sure they were ok.

"Yea, I was just talking to the flower there," Frisk stated pointing to Flowey.

Toriel shot Flowey a quick glance before turning back to Frisk.

"You're the first human to fall down here in a long time, my child," she began, Frisk nodded, listening to her speech about them for the thirtieth time, it never grew old to them - but Chara thought otherwise.

"_Kill her Frisk, you know you want to._" Chara's voice rang within their head, but Frisk ignored it, taking Toriel's hand as she lead them through the Ruins.

Frisk loved to explore the Ruins, although they we're essentially doing the same thing over and over again every time they did, there was something comforting to it. Frisk believed it was because it reminded them of their old home on the surface, but they could never pinpoint the exact reason.

"I am going to ask you to make it to the end of this hallway without my help my child,"

Toriel calmly stated with a hint of sorrow in her eyes as she looked at Frisk. Frisk knew why she looked so sad, they looked a lot like Chara - her adopted child.

"_Why haven't you killed her yet?_" Chara groaned after Toriel had run away to hid behind a pillar at the end of the hall, "_She's so annoying, just snap her neck Frisk._"

"No," Frisk stated calmly, "Besides, she's your mother why would you want me to do that?"

"She's not my mother anymore, that job ended for her when I died all those years ago,"

Chara stated in a childish tone that made it sound extremely eree.

"She's not dying," Frisk spoke, ending the conversation.

They continued to walk down the hall in silence until reaching the pillar. Toriel came out from behind the marble Greek-style pillar and gave Frisk a gentle hug.

"Do not be afraid my child, I was here the entire time," she told Frisk was a soft sympathetic smile.

"I wasn't afraid, I'm a brave child!" Frisk shouted playfully making Toriel laugh.

"I need to go run some errands now, please stay here my child," Toriel told them. "I shall give you a cellphone if you need to contact me."

Frisk nodded with a smile, grabbing the cellphone Toriel was holding out to them before she turned around and left the room.

"_You're so boring,_" Chara said with an exaggerated yawn, "_I wish you would let me have control of you again._"

Frisk shook their head, "I like having my friends live thank you."

"_Maybe you just need to remember all of the fun we've had together…_" Chara smirk, covering Frisk's eyes with their hands.

* * *

><p>Frisk stood in a fog at the outskirts of Snowdin. The cold made them shiver by they didn't care about that. They cared about the tall skeleton in front of them who called himself Papyrus.<p>

"I STILL BELIEVE IN YOU HUMAN," Papyrus stated hold out his arms hoping Frisk would drop the knife they held and come running into his arms so they could embrace each other within a hug.

Instead Frisk took a step forward with an insane smile of his face. All mercy gone - Chara was in control.

Papyrus was noticeably trembling as the young human slowly got closer and closer to him. His red scarf flowed behind him, causing Papyrus to look like a superhero from the humans comics.

Chara took one final step before stopping. They were now right in front of the tall skeleton, looking him right in the eye sockets with a cold, dead stare.

"I BELIEVE IN YOU, YOU CAN DO A LITTLE BETTER," Papyrus murmured.

Chara raised his arm, and cut off Papyrus's head. No remorse. Just a laugh. An evil haunting laugh.

Little did Chara know about the lazy skeleton that watched it all happen from within the surrounding forest. Papyrus's elder brother, the jokester, the prankster, the strongest enemy Frisk and Chara would have to face. They made it on his to kill list. They massacred everyone in Snowdin, then killed his brother. Sans only wished for the human to be dead.

But Sans would be the one to die.

* * *

><p>Frisk was returned to reality with tears in their eyes.<p>

"Those weren't fun time," he began, "they were nightmares."

Chara frowned, "_Are you lying, because I thought it was extremely fun._"

"It wasn't," Frisk stated as he continued through the Ruins, sparing all monsters whom they passed.

"_I'm so booorreedd,_" Chara grumbled, "_When will you kill something?_"

"When I'm on my deathbed, because I'll be the one dying, thus I kill something, I killed myself of living until I was so old my body decided I'd lived long enough," Frisk said, "It's how everyone should die - whether human or monster - they should die of old age."

"_That's too long,_" the dead human sighed, "_I give up, you're not going to do anything interesting anytime soon._"

Chara left Frisk all alone within the Ruins. Frisk sighed with relief, it's not that they didn't like Chara - they knew they had some good in them - it's that Chara wouldn't stop trying to make Frisk do things they didn't want to, it was a bit annoying.

Frisk made it to the place where they'd reunite with Toriel, they smiled at the thought of having some of that delicious butterscotch pie she made. It always made their mouth water.

Toriel didn't notice the small child until she nearly bumped into them, "Oh! My child how did you get here?"

"You were taking so long I asked one of the Froggits to lead me here," Frisk said, they weren't lying as for they run they decided to try and see if a Froggits would help lead them to Toriel.

"I guess I was taking a long time preparing your surprise…" Toriel began, "Well then, come with me my child, I shall show you your new home."

Smiling, Frisk took Toriel's hand allowing her to lead them to her house. As soon as they reached the house Frisk began to explore - well pretend to explore, they already knew how the house looked. Walking into their room Frisk laid down on the bed and took a nap, they were always tired offer adventuring through the Ruins, no matter how much they tried not to drain so much energy they always passed out as soon as arriving to Toriel's home.

* * *

><p><em>"Moooommmmyyy!" Frisk's voice rang out through the hallways of their home on the surface, "Can you tell me the story of the monsters again?"<em>

_"Sure dear, just give me a second," Frisk's mother said, her face blocked out with a white light that marked she was a lost soul. They never understood why that happened to her._

Frisk remembered this day, they were five and having trouble falling asleep. And so they asked their mother if she could read them they're favorite bedtime story. It was one of the only remaining memories they had of their mom as she would die in a car accident a year later.

_"Ok mommy! I'll be waiting in bed!" the five year old exclaimed running back to their yellow bedroom to hop into their green and yellow striped blankets with the image of a red heart on them._

_They waited for about a minute before their mother came in and sat down on the bed next to them._

_"Ok now dear, where do you wish to start in the story?" Frisk's mother asked calmly._

_"Ummmm… the very start!" they shouted with a big smile._

_Frisk's mother laughed, "Ok then dear, let's start with the beginning of the story…."_

* * *

><p>Frisk awoke to the smell of pie. Smiling, they turned over in bed to see a slice of butterscotch pie sitting in the middle of the floor. Frisk giggled, they always loved this small detail of the Ruins, to them, it made it really cute.<p>

Picking up the pie, they walked to the living room where they knew Toriel was sitting reading a book on snails.

"How was your slumber my child?" Toriel asked Frisk as they walked into the room.

"It was good, I had a lovely dream of my family on the surface," Frisk stated, giving a sly hint to Toriel they wanted to return home.

Toriel either didn't notice it or just pretended to not have heard the hint, "Would you like to hear some facts about snails?"

She looked down at the book that she held before looking back up at Frisk waiting for an answer.

"I'm just going to go and play with my toys," Frisk said, watching Toriel nod telling them she believed what they said, "Call me if you need me mommy."

"Have fun with your toys my child," Toriel calmly stated watching Frisk leave the room before returning to the book she read.

Perfect. Now Frisk can get to Snowdin having completely avoided the Toriel encounter.

They carefully crawled under the chain that locked away the basement as to not make a sound to alert Toriel of their plan and began to walk down the long path leading to the Ruins door.

"_Why didn't you kill her?_"

Frisk ignored it.

"_Go back and kill her._"

Frisk ignored it again.

"_She's asking for you to kill her._"

Frisk knew that was a lie.

"_Silent treatment I see, you'll regret that._"

No they won't.

Chara left Frisk alone now, allowing them to continue to the end of the Ruins in peace and quiet. Frisk enjoyed the silence as they walked down the long hallway, they knew who would come next, Sans and Papyrus - Frisk's favorite skeletons. They giggled as they thought about the last run they had had with the two. The skeletons never failed to amuse Frisk.

Frisk stopped walking in front of the door to the outside. Smiling, they opened the door and walked out, letting in close behind them. Frisk looked over to the skeleton by the door waiting for them.

"hey kid, good to see it's you this time frisk."


	2. Chapter 2

**IMPORTANT NOTES AT THE END**

* * *

><p>Sans watched the door to the Ruins, awaiting the moment the human would walk out from within them. He hoped it wasn't Chara, he hoped he wouldn't have to see the dust on the human's hands and the cold emotionless gaze they had or the evil smile that sent chills down almost every single monsters spines.<p>

Just as he was about to fall asleep he heard the sound of the Ruins door opening and stood up, ready to observe the human soon to walk out. He watched anxiously as the human came into view. Clean hands, bright eyes filled with joy and a smile that could bring joy to even the saddest of hearts. Immediately Sans knew who it was, it was Frisk.

Sans stepped out of his hiding spot in the forest and stood by the door as Frisk turned their head to look at him.

"hey kid, good to see it's you this time frisk," the skeleton said with a smile.

"I was feeling like I was lacking some _humerus_ jokes in my life, so I decided it was time to stop being _bonely_ by not letting Chara take over my soul and I came out to enjoy a skele-_ton_ of _puntastic_ jokes," Frisk laughed with a smile causing Sans to burst out laughing.

"i can imagine kid, it would get a little _bonely _without me now would it," Sans said giving Frisk a playful nudge.

Frisk giggled as they began walking over to the bridge with Sans following closely behind them.

"_Kill him-_" Chara began.

"Shut up!" Frisk shouted, forgetting that Sans was nearby them. Frisk clenched their head and fell to the ground crying. "Shut up shut up shut up shut up shut up."

Sans stared in confusion at Frisk's breakdown, this hadn't happened in any of the other thirty two timelines. It intrigued Sans but yet, he somehow knew it was something he couldn't dig into.

"Stop… controlling….. my… thoughts," Frisk whimpered, seeming to be falling asleep, "Chara… this is _my _body…. not yours."

Now Sans understood, he knew Chara and Frisk were connected with determination and that once Frisk had decided to experiment with killing everyone ending up in having to give their soul to Chara. Frisk never mentioned how Chara would talk to them in their mind, but you could sometimes tell by looking at how distance their stare was at times that someone- or something was controlling some part of them. And now Sans knew another piece of the endless maze of a story he and Frisk were in.

Next thing Sans knew Frisk was asleep. He sighed knowing he would have to carry the unconscious human somewhere warmer so they wouldn't freeze to death. At least it would make it easier to convince Papyrus to allow him to bring Frisk into their home, but it would also require Sans to carry Frisk - which he was too lazy to do. Sans guessed he'd just have to suck it up and picked up Frisk with his magic. He wasn't going to carry them as it might make him take longer to get home.

"SANS! WHY AREN'T YOU AT YOUR SENTRY STATION?!" a tall skeleton screamed at Sans as he ran over to his brother, "WE HAVE TO BE READY IN CASE A HUMAN COMES BY!"

"don't worry bro, i've done my work," Sans began with a smirk.

"SANS DON'T YOU DARE," Papyrus warned his brother.

"i've done a skele-_ton_ of work," Sans finished with a wide grin on his face.

"SANS OH MY GOD!" Papyrus shouted, "I CAN'T BELIEVE I HAD TO HAVE MY DAY RUINED BYNONE OF YOUR TERRIBLE PUNS."

"aw comeon' bro, you have to say it was pretty _punny_," the short skeleton stated.

"SANS WHY DON'T YOU MAKE USE OF YOURSELF AND RECALIBRATE SOME OF YOUR PUZZLES IN CASE A HUMAN COMES ALONG," Papyrus exclaimed to his brother we had the human hovering behind him within plain sight.

"after i take a nap," Sans told Papyrus with an exaggerated yawn.

"JUST DO IT YOU LAZYBONES!" Papyrus shouted before noticing his brother sleeping and walking away quietly as to try and not disturb him.

Sans opened an eye, relieved that he was able to get his brother away without too much of a fuss. And with that, Sans teleported to his and Papyrus's home in Snowdin and set Frisk on the lumpy green couch in the living room. He looked at how peaceful Frisk looked as they were sucking their thumb in their sleep.

"why do you keep so much a secret kid?" Sans asked himself, "it'd be nice to know what goes on in that head of yours sometimes."

And with that, he left back to his job so he could take a nap.

* * *

><p>Frisk awoke to the sound of a door opening. They sat up just in time to see Papyrus walking in. Frisk stared at the skeleton and the skeleton stared at them.<p>

Finally it clicked in Papyrus's head on what was looking at him from the couch, "A HUMAN!"

Frisk held back a laugh, and wanting to entertain Papyrus, Frisk played along, "Yes, it is I, a human! I am here to take over the underground before the monsters can obtain my soul!"

"HUMAN, I, THE GREAT PAPYRUS, CANNOT ALLOW THAT," Papyrus started, "THEREFORE I SHALL CAPTURE YOU AND BRING YOU TO UNDYNE MYSELF."

"But I've already captured your brother," Frisk smirked, but it wasn't Frisk that was smiling, it was Chara. Chara always tried to gain control at moments like this.

"SANS OH MY GOD, INSTEAD OF CAPTURING THE HUMAN YOU LET THE HUMAN CAPTURE YOU!" Papyrus looked fed up with his elder brother's laziness, but it was hopeless trying to make Sans more active, everyone knew that. Papyrus picked up his phone and called Sans, forgetting the fact that if he was captured his phone would've been taken away.

While Papyrus was busy shouting at his brother through the phone, Frisk slipped out the door and began to walk away. They didn't need to know what was going to happen next as Frisk knew that if they stayed there longer, they'd be taken over by Chara.

"_A game of cat and mouse,_" Chara giggled, "_I like your thinking._"

Frisk didn't want to give Chara the pleasure of their anger, but it was really hard not to.

Anything they said, anything they did would be seen as fear, anger or a murderous plan to Chara. So Frisk learned to just stay silent during pacifist runs, with the occasional breakdown due to Chara but that was always when no one was around. It was hard to keep an emotionally abusive dead human in your head at all times.

"_Why are you always so quiet during these kinds of runs?!_" Chara shouted. "_Don't you _want _to talk to me, to tell me how much you were wrong about what you are doing? To tell me to complete the run for you and kill everyone and anything that gets in our way? You were the one who gave me your soul afterall_."

And Frisk regrets it, but they'll never admit it when Chara's within earshot.

* * *

><p>Sans sighed as he looked down at the book below him. It was a book about the human mind - he needed to study it to understand what might be causing Frisk to freak out so much over Chara. But he hadn't found much, maybe he was looking in the wrong book.<p>

Closing the book Sans walked over to the bookshelf to see what else was there on the human mind. He saw one called the DSM 5 and it peaked his interest. All the books on this shelf were on humans so Sans decided that'd it would be best if he took a look at the book to see if it had anything he was looking for.

Grabbing the book Sans sat down at his desk and began reading. It was a book on the diagnosing criteria for human mental disorders. They listed the names, symptoms, and side effects of each and every one of them. Flipping through the pages Sans spotted one that matched some of the actions he's observed on Frisk throughout multiple resets. His eye sockets went dark at what it was and he closed the book, refusing to believe what he had read but knowing that it was true.

And it was a truth he didn't want to admit.

* * *

><p><strong>Hello, it's me the author of this fanfiction here with an author's note.<strong>

**Firstly, you can call me Kitty when referring to me. It's the name I use both irl and online so no need to call me ecstatic all the time (tibia honest it's kinda odd I chose that make as I do have to take medication for depression). **

**Next off I thought I should explain more relavent information to this story. This is my first fanfiction I've ever made, which I actually had seriously hesitated on posting the first chapter, but then people wouldn't have been able to enjoy my writing (according to a lot of people I'm really good at writing). Also I wanted to state my plans for how this fanfic will be updated- or at least attempted to be updated. I plan to update this fanfiction every Tuesday around 4 PM - 7 PM US and Canada MT Time. If I can't make it then I will post an update alerting you all of this.**

**I'm also posting this chapter early as I wanted to be it out as it's been bothering since it has been complete since FREAKING WEDNESDAY. I should also be sleeping at the moment (it's 3:38 AM here) but I just don't feel like it, I'm too busy being undertale trash.**

**Anyways guys, don't be afraid to review and/or suggest something for the story (I am generally pretty open to suggestions). I don't bite (often). I hope to see some of your guy's opinions on my story~ Ciao**

**PS- If you hate Author's Notes don't worry, I won't make them unless I absolutely have to, I hate them too.**


	3. Chapter 3

**TRIGGER WARNINGS: Depictions of self-harm and suicidal thoughts.**

* * *

><p>Frisk was walking towards the Waterfall hoping they could avoid the Papyrus fight, though they loved to go on the date with Papyrus, Chara's constant voice in their head was making them lose more and more of their determination. Frisk didn't know how to stop Chara from ruining their run, they wanted the dead human to stop, they wanted the dead human to stop <em>now.<em>

"_What's wrong Frisky?_" Chara sneered. "_Are you afraid that you're going to __**die**__?_"

"No," Frisk said with a blank tone, they didn't want to talk right now, luckily, Chara decided not to push it and shut up.

As they were walking down the snowy path, Frisk noticed a sharp rock in the distance.. maybe they could... no. Frisk shook their head, they promised themselves to never _ever_ resort to that. But as they continued walking down the path the need of having the rock gnawed at them. Hesitantly, Frisk decided to go and grab the sharp rock, they'd just keep it for.. safety. At last that's what Frisk told themselves they'd keep it for, but deep down they knew the real reason, and it wasn't so bright.

* * *

><p>Sans hung up the phone on Papyrus. His brother had called as soon as he put the DSM away to shout at him for being captured by the human. The thought of the human capturing him made Sans laugh. Both he and the human knew all too well that Frisk wasn't strong enough to capture him, especially with such a low LV. But Sans decided to play along with the little game the human had given Papyrus and told his brother that the human would return him if Frisk could keep their soul. Papyrus seemed to buy it and went off to find the human- while accidentally leaving his phone on.<p>

Sighing and looking up at the ceiling of his secret lab, Sans fought back the tears that wear fighting to come out. He wasn't in a good mood right now, even his jokes sounded a little forced to him- but as long as Papyrus didn't notice Sans was fine.. well as fine as you could be when you had a suspicion that your friend was depressed.

The amount of worry Frisk was causing Sans with their more recent actions was extraordinary, ten runs ago Frisk wouldn't stop hitting their head, as if something was in their head bothering them, seven runs ago Frisk's smile stopped seeming so natural and a little forced, six runs ago Frisk had a panic attack as soon as they stepped into the judgement hall, four runs ago Sans had caught Frisk staring at the knifes in his and Papyrus's house with a blank expression, and in the last run Sans caught Frisk staring into the magma around Hotlands with hollow, emotionless eyes. Sans' worry for Frisk had been there since the start of their odd behavior, and now Sans knew why- or at least an idea why this was happening.

* * *

><p>Frisk stared at the sharp rock in their hand then at their arm that was now covered in cuts that were oozing a bright red. <em>Blood.<em> Frisk had blacked out for a second and couldn't remember what had happened in the past five minutes.

Frisk thought deeply on what had happened and how they got the cuts on their arm. They vaguely remembered Chara pestering them on why they picked up the rock, then it clicked in Frisk's mind. They could remember what happened clearly now.

Chara had been teasing Frisk and asking if they picked up the sharp rock to kill Papyrus with. This went on for about a minute until Frisk snapped and started shouting: "You want to know why I picked this up! I'll show you then!" Frisk had then swiftly rolled up the sleeve to their sweater and grabbed the rock and slicing the skin on their arm.

Frisk remembered how good it felt, at first it hurt a little but then the adrenaline kicked in and a feeling of euphoria flooded over the human child. They decided they needed more after that first cut, two, three, four, six, seven, ten, twenty more. Frisk's arm was dripping with blood by the time they stopped and the snow around them was turning a deep crimson color. Chara had stopped talking just in the pure shock of it all. What was worse was how Chara knew they caused this pain to Frisk, although Chara hated Frisk, Frisk's body was also theirs so watching Frisk do that to their body was like watching a torture scene in a horror movie.

They had blanked out from bloodloss. Not that they minded, Frisk felt that it was a fine way to know they were still Frisk, not Chara. Frisk pulled out some bandages from they're bag and tidied up the wounds. They rolled their sleeve back down and placed the blood covered rock in the bag next to the bandages.

Turning on their heel Frisk began to walk towards the Waterfall again, there wasn't much they could do about the red snow so Frisk was forced to leave it that way. But the thought of someone finding out about them... their secret made their thoughts go crazy.

"I want to die," they thought.

"I have to die," they said.

"_I need to die,_" they believed.

Just as they were reaching the entrance to the Waterfalll, a voice called out from behind Frisk.

"kid?"

* * *

><p>Sans was running quickly over to the Waterfall, he knew Frisk was on that path as he could see the footprints in the snow leading him the direction Frisk went. But something he saw made him stop dead in his tracks.<p>

_Blood._

The snow in front of Sans was a sickly crimson red, upon closer observation Sans could tell it was fresh. Frisk must be nearby.

The thought that his friend may be in danger of harming themselves made Sans run faster. So fast it surprised Sans, but he already knew he was fairly fast after dealing with the megalomaniac Chara a few times.

Sans ran until he could see Frisk in the distance, to which he then caught his breathe and teleported behind the child. Taking a deal breath Sans spoke.

"kid?"

Frisk turned around, almost immediately clutching their left arm and forcing a gentle smile.

"Hey Sans," Frisk said trying to sound cheerful but cringed at the quivering of their voice.

"you seemed to have missed out on one of your most favorite things to do in a run, maybe you forgot about it, but it's highly unlikely."

As Sans spoke Frisk could hear their heartbeat pounding in their ears, where was Sans going with this? Frisk didn't know, they didn't want to know, but they knew all they could do was listen.

"maybe, maybe **you just**** did something stupid didn't you?**"

"What do you mean?" Frisk asked with forced confusion.

Sans ignored Frisk's question, "whatareya hiding there kid?" Sans gestured towards the arm Frisk was holding.

"Oh.. I uhh..." Frisk began nervously, making Sans' fears of what they'd done sink further into his skull, "I hurt it."

Sans could tell that was an obvious lie, but didn't say anything about it and just teleported over to Frisk.

"let me see it," Sans stated surprisingly calm.

Frisk swallowed, "I... I bandaged it already..."

"let. me. see. it." Sans stated with more anger and fear in his tone now. It caused Frisk to flinch, they couldn't reply- they knew they couldn't and just resorted to shaking their head.

Sans wasn't having it, grabbing Frisk's arm and forcing it from their grip.

"Please.." Frisk said with watery eyes, "please don't hurt me..."

Frisk's words hurt Sans but he didn't let it show, he just grabbed their sleeve and pulled it down revealing a blood soaked bandage. Sans knew most monsters in this area wouldn't injure Frisk this badly so he grabbed the bandage a ripped it off, Frisk almost crying from the pain of the bandage sticking to the wounds...

..the wounds... twenty of them, all where a puffy red and still bleeding a little. Sans knew immediately what it was- he didn't like it, he didn't like it one bit.

Frisk was crying now from Sans reaction, the light from his eyes were gone and he looked to be on the verge of tears. Frisk didn't want to hear what Sans would say and ripped their arm from the skeletons grasp. They turned around and ran. They ran as fast as they could just hoping Sans wouldn't come after them. When he didn't they sighed in relief and rebandaged the wounds.

Sans stood in disbelief where he was standing. His brain had stopped working as soon as he saw the cuts on his friend's arm. He didn't even realize Frisk had ran away until a minute later- by then knowing it wasn't worth going after them.

Sighing Sans put his hands to his skull.

"kid, why didn't you tell anyone you were hurting so much," Sans whimpered, "we could've helped you..."

* * *

><p>Frisk curled up into a ball in the wet grass and began to cry. They knew Sans hated them now, he wouldn't want to be friends with a cutter. Cutters are evil, they are suicidal and don't deserve love. That's all Frisk believed about themselves now, that they just deserved death.<p>

Chara on the other hand had decided to take advantage over the situation knowing that Frisk was in a weak state.

"_He hates you now, you should just kill him so you are only surronded with those who love you,_" Chara said with a grin knowing Frisk would begin to think about taking up on their offer. The thought of killing monster excited them, Chara could already feel the dust on their hands and the screams of the innocent.

"I don't know whether I want to take up that offer yet.." Frisk whispered between sniffles.

Fuck. Frisk might decline it, but there was still a chance of them taking up the offer, so Chara could only hope that Frisk would allow it with a bit of convincing; "_Wouldn't it be nice to only be loved and not hated? I mean then you would only been seen as a hero and not a self harmed, they'll all love you and practically worship you.. but you just have to let me take control Frisk._"

Frisk sniffled, "Give me some time to think on it Chara, because everyone here loves Sans, so if he died it would be a bit odd wouldn't it?"

"_We don't need to worry about that yet Frisk, I mean, doesn't he vanish quite a bit already?_" Chara murmured hoping they could convince Frisk to let them have control.

"Just... just give me time to think," Frisk stated as the wiped the tears from their eyes.

Chara nodded knowing that unless someone interfered with their plan they would soon have control. They layed down next to Frisk and smiled. Although they could only be seen and heard by Frisk these kinds of moments were the ones Chara enjoyed. The moments of chaos within the mind- wondering whether or not to kill or save, to grab the knife or the stick, the LOVE or the love. Chara knew what they wanted Frisk to choose, but they couldn't interfere yet, only once Frisk begins to break down to a point where they stop fighting Chara's soul for control.

Frisk knew that once Chara got control it was hard to get it back. Chara was extremely strong once in control, Frisk was often forced to watch as their friend's died. Chara knew it weakened Frisk's mental state, forcing them to watch their friends die and turn to dust, but it made it easier for Chara to take control and keep it. They both knew things about letting Chara take control, Frisk often saw them as a curse, but Chara always saw it as a gift. A beautiful gift.

Frisk sat up and wiped away their leftover tears and began on their journey through the Waterfall. Hoping that Sans wouldn't push for answers, or for Frisk to give him their blade. Frisk needed that blade, it helped them stay calm- even after just one time of using it Frisk could tell. But there was no need to worry about this yet, only once they reached the telescope. And even they knew they'd try to avoid that darn telescope.

Sighing Frisk sat down again and looked up at the cavern ceiling. It was dark, other then a few crystals that made it look like there was stars in the ceiling - although there were very few of them. They reminded Frisk a little of the surface, but those memories weren't something they wanted to remember. Ever since coming to the underground Frisk has understood why their family would ignore them, they were neglected and often times emotionally abused.

Frisk was already mentally unstable when they came here - that was during a family camping trip when their sister dared them to walk as close to the edge as possible, Frisk he lost their footing and call down. But now Frisk had an abusive voice in their head, they wanted it to shut up.

But Frisk knew Chara would never shut up.


End file.
